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  Chapter one












Chapter 1


Ethan watched Evelyn adjust the wine glasses on the table for the fifth time. 
“They’re perfect, Ev.”
She stepped back, tilted her head, then moved one glass a quarter-inch to the left. The candlelight caught the crystal, throwing fractured rainbows across the white tablecloth. Outside, snow gathered on the window ledges in thick drifts.
“Connor won’t care if the glasses are symmetrical,” Ethan said.
“I care.”
He crossed the dining room and slipped his arms around her waist from behind. She smelled like vanilla and the rosemary she’d been chopping for the roast. Her body tensed, just for a moment, before she relaxed against him.
“When’s the last time we had people over?”
“Three weeks. The Hendersons.”
“Right.” He’d forgotten the Hendersons entirely. Another couple from the bank, another evening of polite conversation about mortgage rates and school districts. “This’ll be different. Connor’s... well, you’ll see.”
Evelyn turned in his arms. “See what?”
“He’s not like the people we usually...he’s fun. You’ll like him.”
Her expression suggested otherwise, but she kissed his cheek and returned to the kitchen. Ethan loosened his tie and poured himself a scotch, neat. The house looked immaculate. It always did. White walls, gray furniture, everything in its designated place. Sometimes he missed the chaos of his college apartment, the beer-stained futon, the freedom of not giving a damn.
The doorbell rang at seven sharp.
Connor stood on the porch with snow melting in his dark hair and a bottle of something expensive cradled under one arm. He’d aged well...better than Ethan, probably. The lines around his eyes suggested laughter rather than stress, and he wore his leather jacket like he’d just stepped off a motorcycle, though Ethan knew he’d driven a rental sedan.
“Ethan fucking Price.” Connor pulled him into a rough embrace that smelled like cologne and winter air. “Look at you. Suburban dad material.”
“Not a dad yet.”
“But thinking about it, I bet.” Connor stepped inside, tracking snow across Evelyn’s pristine hardwood. “Where’s the wife?”
As if summoned, Evelyn emerged from the kitchen with her hostess smile fixed firmly in place. She’d changed into a navy dress that hit just above her knees. Conservative, elegant and perfect. Her blonde hair fell in soft waves past her shoulders.
“You must be Connor.” She extended her hand.
Connor took it, but instead of shaking, he raised it to his lips. “And you must be the reason Ethan abandoned us all for domestic bliss.”
Pink bloomed across her cheeks. She withdrew her hand and gestured toward the dining room.
“Dinner’s almost ready. Can I get you something to drink?”
“Whatever you’re pouring, beautiful.”
Ethan caught the slight tightening around Evelyn’s mouth. She hated being called beautiful by strangers. She said it felt presumptuous, reductive. But she said nothing, just disappeared into the kitchen with her spine straight and her shoulders squared.
Connor whistled low. “Damn, Price. You married up.”
“Don’t.”
“Don’t what?”
“That thing you do. The charm offensive.”
Connor dropped onto the couch and stretched his arms across the back. “Relax. I’m just being friendly.”
Evelyn returned with a scotch and placed it on a coaster in front of Connor. Their fingers brushed during the exchange. Something flickered across her face. Irritation, maybe, or something else Ethan hadn’t seen before.
“Dinner in ten minutes,” she said, and retreated once more.
Connor watched her go, then raised his glass.
“To old friends.”
Ethan clinked glasses, but the scotch tasted bitter on his tongue.
Dinner started smoothly enough. Evelyn served the roast from an elegant white platter. Sliced beef arranged in perfect fans, roasted vegetables glistening with olive oil, everything plated like a magazine spread. Connor made appreciative noises that seemed genuine, though Ethan could see his old friend was performing somehow, playing a role.
“This is incredible, Evelyn.” Connor cut into his meat. “Ethan always said he’d marry someone who could cook, but I figured he was setting himself up for disappointment.”
“I enjoy cooking.” Evelyn’s fork paused halfway to her mouth. “It’s relaxing.”
“Control thing?”
Ethan stifled a gasp as he watched Connor staring Evelyn down. That was such a typical, dickhead move from him.
He’d thought that maybe the ten years that had passed since college had smoothed some of Connor’s rougher edges. That he could be trusted to behave at a dinner with his wife.
Apparently not.
The question hung in the air.
Ethan shifted in his seat, ready to redirect, but Evelyn surprised him with a laugh. Small, but real.
“Maybe. Is that so wrong?”
“Not wrong. Just interesting.” Connor leaned back, wine glass dangling from his fingers. “Most people I know order takeout and call it a night.”
“We’re not most people.”
“Clearly.”
The conversation drifted to safer territory. Ethan’s promotion, Connor’s financial consulting work that kept him traveling, the bitter winter weather. But Ethan noticed things. The way Connor’s attention kept sliding back to Evelyn. How she’d started meeting his gaze instead of looking away. Small shifts in the evening’s rhythm that set his nerves on edge.
As the wine started stripping inhibitions, talk moved towards the past, their college days.
“Remember that bar in Boston?” Connor refilled his wine without asking. “The one with the mechanical bull?”
Ethan groaned. “Don’t.”
“He lasted maybe eight seconds before he face-planted into the mats.” Connor grinned at Evelyn. “Told everyone he threw his back out, but really he was just embarrassed as hell.”
“I did throw my back out.”
“From embarrassment.“ Connor turned his attention fully to Evelyn. “He was trying to impress this girl. Redhead. What was her name?”
“I don’t remember.”
“Liar. Sarah something. She went home with the bartender instead.”
Evelyn’s lips twitched. “Did you try to impress girls with mechanical bulls too?” she asked.
Ethan stared at her. There was something weird going on with her. It was like she was trying to match Connor’s energy and intensity. Like she wanted to prove she could push back against it.
“Didn’t have to try. I just bought them drinks and let Ethan provide the entertainment.”
“Ass.” But Ethan smiled despite himself, pulled back into memories of late nights and bad decisions, when consequences felt distant and freedom tasted like cheap beer.
Connor caught his eye across the table, and for a moment they were those people again. Young and stupid and invincible.
The glint in Connor’s eye sent an electric shock tearing down Ethan’s spine. He remembered that look. He remembered what it meant. Connor was looking for some danger.
Then Evelyn stood to clear the plates, and the spell broke.
“I’ll help.” Connor grabbed his plate before she could take it.
“That’s really not necessary,” she said, smiling tightly.
“I insist.”
They disappeared into the kitchen together. Ethan sat alone at the dining table, listening to the murmur of their voices, the clink of dishes, Evelyn’s rare genuine laughter. The sound unsettled him more than it should.
A part of him wished he’d never invited Connor over. They should have gone to a restaurant. But Evelyn enjoyed hosting so much and cooking even more. He should have thought of this. He should have remembered who Connor was.
He drained his wine and poured another glass.
When they returned, Connor’s hand rested briefly on the small of Evelyn’s back as he guided her through the doorway. She didn’t pull away. Didn’t acknowledge it either, just moved to her seat and smoothed her napkin across her lap.
“Connor was telling me about Portugal,” she said. “It sounds beautiful.”
“It is. You two should visit sometime. I know people there.”
“We’ve been talking about a vacation.” Ethan reached for Evelyn’s hand across the table. Her fingers curled around his, warm and familiar, but her eyes stayed on Connor.
“Portugal might be nice,” she said. She caught Ethan’s eyes and a slight smile flashed across her mouth. Then she stood. “Excuse me for just a moment.” Her heels clicked down the hallway toward the bathroom. The door closed with a soft click.
Connor’s entire demeanour shifted the moment she was gone. He sprawled back in his chair, legs spread wide, and that old fraternity grin spread across his face. The one that used to precede terrible ideas.
“So.” He swirled his wine. “You put it in her dumper yet?”
Ethan choked on his drink. “Jesus Christ, Connor.”
“What? It’s a valid question. She’s got that uptight thing going. Those are always the freaks in bed.”
“Fuck off.” But Ethan laughed despite himself, that old reflex kicking in. How many times had they had conversations like this, sprawled on beer-stained couches, rating girls like they were grading papers?
“Come on.” Connor leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Missionary with the lights off? Or does she surprise you?”
“I’m not talking about this.”
“That’s a yes to missionary.” Connor’s eyes gleamed with something that wasn’t quite humor. Something sharper and more predatory. “Shame. Ass like that, you should be…”
“Drop it.”
But Connor didn’t drop it. Never did, back in college either.
Ethan remembered the parade of women through Connor’s dorm room, the sounds through thin walls, the stories told over breakfast with disgusting detail. There’d been rumours. Whispers in locker rooms about Connor’s size and what he could do with it.
Ethan had always written it off as exaggeration, but he’d caught glimpses in shared showers after games. Enough to wonder.
Connor watched him think, read every thought that crossed his face. That grin widened.
“Remember that brunette sophomore year? The one from your Econ class?”
“Which one?”
“Exactly.” Connor’s laugh came low and rough. “The one who couldn’t walk straight after. What was her name? Amanda? No, Amber. I kicked you out when she came to my room at like two in the morning, crying about her boyfriend. By three she was bent over my desk taking every inch.”
The image hit Ethan before he could stop it. Connor’s hands gripping pale hips, the rhythmic slam of furniture against wall, muffled cries that turned to screams.
He hadn’t seen it. But the vision was so incredibly vivid. He felt his cock twitch.
“She transferred schools after that semester,” Connor continued. “Couldn’t look at me in class without turning red.”
Ethan’s mouth had gone dry. “Why are you telling me this?”
“Because I’ve been watching your wife since the moment I got here.” Connor’s voice dropped lower. “The way she holds herself. All that control, all that perfection. She’s dying for someone to wreck her.”
Jealous anger welled up from the pit of Ethan’s stomach and he had to grip the table to keep from lashing out. “I thought you would have grown up by now.”
“Hey, hey!” Connor said, raising a hand. “Don’t take it personally, buddy. I’m just fucking around.” He laughed like it was no big deal.
Ethan let out a breath and, with it, some of the rage bubbling inside him. He shook his head.
“Hey,” Connor said. “I didn’t mean to get your goat, man. I’m serious. I can’t help it. Girl’s like that drive me crazy. Is she always like that or just around strangers?”
“Always like what?” Ethan growled, casting him a sideways glance.
Connor sat up straight in his chair and mimicked Evelyn’s posture as she ate, wielding an invisible fork and knife above an invisible plate and making a cutting motion.
Ethan snorted a small laugh. It may have been crass but it wasn’t wrong.
“That’s better,” Connor said. “Now tell me I can tap that ass.”
Ethan’s eyes bugged and his jaw dropped. “You’re out of your fucking mind,” he said.
“Am I?” Connor’s gaze stayed level, unflinching. “I could do it, you know. Bed her. If you let me. I’d fucking do it no problem.”
Suddenly Ethan’s pulse hammered in his throat, in his wrists and behind his eyes. He should stand up. Throw Connor out into the snow. End this dinner, this friendship, this whole fucked-up conversation.
Instead he sat frozen, wine glass sweating in his grip. “That’s my fucking wife you’re talking about.”
“I know.” Connor’s smile never wavered. “That’s what makes it interesting.”
Interesting.
The outrage should have stayed. Should have grown until Ethan’s fist connected with Connor’s jaw and sent him sprawling across the hardwood.
But it didn’t.
Instead, something else crept in. Something dark and curious that whispered in the back of his mind. The image of Connor with that brunette, Amber, flickered again. Then morphed. Blonde hair instead of brown. Navy dress hiked up around pale thighs. Evelyn’s face twisted in pleasure, in abandon, in ways Ethan hadn’t ever seen.
His cock thickened against his zipper.
What the fuck was happening?
Connor watched him wrestle with it, reading every micro-expression like he’d always been able to. That shark’s grin never wavered.
“You’re thinking about it,” Connor said.
“I’m not.”
“Liar.”
Ethan drained his wine. The alcohol burned down his throat but did nothing to clear his head. Evelyn’s laughter drifted from down the hall. She must have stopped to check her makeup or something. Always so careful. Always so controlled.
Dying for someone to wreck her.
The thought lodged in his brain like a splinter.
He thought about their sex life. Perfectly adequate. Once, maybe twice a week. Lights dimmed, missionary position, her hands on his shoulders while she made soft, polite noises. Pleasant. Safe. Predictable.
When was the last time she’d completely let go?
Had she ever?
“It’ll never happen,” Ethan heard himself say. The words came out rough. “She’d never…Evelyn’s not like that.”
Connor’s eyebrow arched. “No?”
“No. She’s...” Ethan gestured vaguely. “Look at her. She’s got morals. Standards. She wouldn’t even entertain the idea.”
“Want to bet?”
The challenge hung between them. Ethan’s heart hammered against his ribs. This was insane. Completely fucking insane. Connor couldn’t seduce Evelyn. She was too principled, too devoted, too Evelyn.
But what if he could?
The perverse curiosity bloomed darker, hotter. What would that look like? What would it take to crack that perfect facade?
Footsteps in the hallway. Getting closer.
Ethan leaned forward, wine making him reckless. “You know what? Go ahead. Try your best. Give it your best shot.”
Connor’s grin turned wolfish. “Yeah?”
“Yeah. Because it’ll never fucking happen.”
Connor straightened in his chair, transformed back into the charming dinner guest like flipping a switch. By the time Evelyn rounded the corner, he was examining the wine label with scholarly interest, nothing but pleasant conversation on his face.
But Ethan saw it now. The calculation behind every smile, every casual touch, every word designed to chip away at Evelyn’s careful armour.
And the worst part, the part that made his stomach twist with something that wasn’t quite revulsion?
A part of him wanted to see if Connor could do it.
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Chapter 2


They finished their drinks, then Evelyn brought out the whole lemon pistachio cake she’d made. She offered coffee but Connor asked for another glass of scotch. 
Ethan, already feeling a little tipsy, opted for a glass of water. He ate his cake in silence as he watched Connor maneuver Evelyn through a conversation about financial reports that he deftly twisted into a story about gardening, her second favourite hobby.
He watched her eyes light up as she started talking about Begonia’s. He watched Connor’s studiously practiced look of interest. The longer Evelyn talked about her flowers the deeper the pit in his stomach seemed to hollow.
The more interested Connor looked in her tale, the more Ethan felt like he might have made a miscalculation.
Evelyn seemed to suddenly remember herself. “Oh my gosh. I’m hogging the spotlight!” she said, letting out a slightly embarrassed-sounding laugh. “Well, I think I might call it an early evening,” she said.
“Well that is a damned shame,” Connor said, banging his fist on the table and rattling what remained of the china.
Evelyn gasped, jumped in her seat and pressed a hand against her chest. Her cheeks warmed and she stared at Connor with her mouth hanging open and her eyes wide.
Connor threw his head back and roared with laughter. “Christ, Evelyn! You nearly gave me a heart attack jumping like that. I was just so disappointed the night’s ending.”
He pressed his hand to his chest in mock distress, mirroring her earlier gesture. The lamplight caught the gleam in his eyes as he held her gaze.
“You see what you do to me? Getting me all worked up over begonias and buttercream.” He waggled his eyebrows. “Most exciting Friday I’ve had in months.”
Evelyn’s startled expression melted into something softer. A giggle escaped her lips, then another. Soon she was laughing properly, shaking her head.
“You’re absolutely terrible,” she said, but her voice carried no real reproach.
“Guilty as charged.” Connor raised his glass in a toast. “But seriously, I can’t picture those delicate hands of yours doing real garden work. What do you use? Kid gloves? Surgical gloves?”
He reached across the table and caught her hand before she could pull away. His thumb traced the smooth skin of her palm.
“Not a callus in sight. You must have some secret.”
Ethan’s jaw tightened. He gripped his water glass hard enough to leave fingerprints in the condensation.
Evelyn blinked down at their joined hands, then up at Connor’s face. “I do use special gloves, actually. They’re this amazing material that breathes but protects. I got them from a specialty gardening catalogue. You can’t even get them online. This is, like, an actual physical catalogue you have to order them from!”
“No kidding?” Connor released her hand slowly. “I’d love to see those. My sister does some gardening and her hands are torn to shreds. She’d probably appreciate the recommendation.”
“Oh! I’ll go grab them. They’re in the garage with my tools.” Evelyn pushed back from the table, her earlier fatigue apparently forgotten. “Just a moment.”
She hurried out through the kitchen door.
The moment the door clicked shut, Connor’s affable mask dissolved. He turned to Ethan with that predatory grin, leaning back in his chair with the lazy confidence of a panther.
“See?” His voice dropped to a rough whisper. “Like pulling petals off a fucking daisy. She’s practically begging for it.”
Ethan forced a laugh that came out strangled. “You got her to show you some garden gloves. Real impressive.”
“I got her to run off like an excited puppy the second I showed interest.” Connor’s grin widened. “Got her eating out of my palm. Literally.” He flexed the hand that had held hers. “You want to watch me crack her wide open, buddy? Get into that soft, squishy inside?”
“You’re delusional.” Ethan shifted in his seat, crossing his legs.
Connor’s gaze dropped to Ethan’s lap. To the bulge straining against his slacks that the new position did nothing to hide.
“Yeah.” Connor’s voice turned knowing, almost tender. “You want it.”
Heat flooded Ethan’s face. His pulse hammered in his throat.
“Fuck you.”
“Not my type.” Connor took a slow sip of scotch, eyes never leaving Ethan’s. “But your wife? She’s got that pristine thing going on. That buttoned-up, proper, ‘I volunteer at the church fundraiser’ energy.” He set down his glass. “Those are always the best ones. The ones who think they’re above it all.”
The garage door handle rattled.
Connor’s expression transformed instantly back into warm friendliness. By the time Evelyn bustled back in holding a pair of pale green gloves, he looked like someone’s favourite uncle.
“Look at these!” Evelyn held up the gloves like trophies. “They’re made from this special microfiber blend. Completely waterproof but they breathe.”
Connor leaned forward, all eager attention. “May I?”
He took one glove, turning it over in his hands with exaggerated care. His brow furrowed in concentration as he examined the stitching, the reinforced fingertips, the elastic cuff.
“This is remarkable craftsmanship,” he murmured. “The attention to detail. You can really feel the quality.”
Ethan watched Evelyn’s posture straighten, her shoulders roll back. She glowed under Connor’s focus like a flower turning toward sunlight.
“Try them on,” Connor suggested. “I want to see how they fit.”
“Oh, well…” Evelyn hesitated, glancing at Ethan.
He managed a nod, not trusting his voice.
She pulled on the first glove, then the second. The pale green fabric hugged her slender fingers, conforming to the curve and contour or her delicate hands.
Connor reached out and caught her hand again, this time gloved. He turned it palm up, then palm down, his thumb tracing the seam along her wrist.
“Look how tightly they fit.” His voice dropped to something almost reverent. “Like a second skin. Not a wrinkle anywhere.”
Evelyn’s breath caught. “They’re supposed to fit snugly. Otherwise dirt gets in at the cuffs.”
“Smart.” Connor held her hand up to the light. “Practical and beautiful.”
She pulled at the fingers, working the gloves off one by one. As the second glove came free, Connor slid his hand beneath hers, catching it before she could withdraw.
His other hand closed over her knuckles, cradling her bare hand between his palms.
“You have the most beautiful hands I think I’ve ever seen on a woman.”
Evelyn froze. Her eyes went wide, lips parting in shock.
Connor’s thumbs stroked across her knuckles in slow, deliberate circles. He stared into her face with absolute focus, as if she were the only thing that existed in the universe in that moment.
“Does Ethan ever tell you that?”
Ethan’s cock throbbed so hard he thought he might pass out. Blood roared in his ears. He watched Evelyn’s face cycle through confusion, embarrassment, pleasure. He watched her steal a glance at him, then look back at Connor.
She didn’t pull away.
Long seconds stretched into something unbearable. Connor waited, patient as death, still caressing her hand.
“No,” Evelyn whispered finally.
“He should.” Connor’s voice went soft and intimate. “These delicate fingers. This smooth skin. A man should worship hands like these.”
His thumb pressed into her palm, massaging the soft flesh at the base of her thumb.
Evelyn’s breathing had gone shallow. A flush crept down her throat, disappearing beneath the collar of her blouse.
Still she didn’t pull away.
Ethan gripped the edge of the table. His knuckles went white. He should stop this. Should stand up. Should grab Connor by the collar and throw him out.
Instead he sat paralyzed, watching his wife melt under another man’s touch.
“Maybe we should move this to the living room?” Connor suggested, finally releasing Evelyn’s hand. “Have a proper nightcap. I’d love to hear more about your gardening. The varieties you grow, your whole process.”
He stood, picking up his scotch glass.
Evelyn blinked as if waking from a trance. She looked down at her hand, as if it were still tingling where Connor had touched it.
Ethan realized his teeth were clenched so tight the muscles in his jaw were starting to hurt.
Half an hour earlier he would have bet half a year’s salary that Ethan had about a snowball’s chance in hell of getting anywhere with Evelyn.
Now he was not at all so sure.
He’d never seen her handled so deftly. She was a smart woman and savvy. She did not get intimidated by men or taken in by smooth talking con artists. Somehow Connor’s bullshit had worked on her.
It was disconcerting. At the same time it piqued his curiosity like nothing ever had before. Why? What was it about Connor that allowed him to so easily dismantle Evelyn’s carefully constructed prudish, controlling persona.
She wasn’t the type to make friends easily and never had been.
Ethan followed them into the living room on autopilot, his mind churning.
Six months. It had taken him six goddamn months to get past first base with Evelyn. Six months of carefully planned dates, of showing up exactly on time, of opening doors and pulling out chairs and remembering which flowers she preferred. Six months of proving he wasn’t like other guys, that he respected her, that he understood her boundaries.
Their first kiss had happened on the porch after date number twelve. A chaste press of lips that lasted maybe three seconds before she’d pulled back, blushing and breathless, and disappeared inside.
He’d driven home that night harder than a rock, his balls aching, convinced he’d just won the lottery.
She’d been worth the wait. That’s what he’d told himself. In a world full of girls who posted thirst traps on Instagram and went home with strangers from bars, Evelyn stood apart. She wore dresses that covered her knees. She didn’t curse. She read actual books instead of scrolling through her phone all day.
She had standards.
His mother had loved her immediately. “That’s the kind of girl you marry,” she’d whispered at their first family dinner, squeezing his arm. “Not these trashy girls with their piercings and their attitudes. A real lady.”
And she was. Evelyn Price, the perfect wife. The woman who ironed his shirts and made homemade cake and kept their house spotless. The woman who’d never given him a moment’s worry about faithfulness or propriety.
The woman currently settling onto the couch beside Connor, tucking her legs beneath her in a way that made her skirt ride up just slightly.
Connor noticed. Of course he did.
“Comfortable?” He draped his arm across the back of the couch, not quite touching her but close enough.
“Very.” Evelyn smoothed her skirt down, but the damage was done. A glimpse of pale thigh remained visible.
Ethan sank into the armchair across from them, his earlier arousal now mixed with something darker. Confusion. Or resentment. He couldn’t tell which.
What the fuck did Connor have that he didn’t?
Money? Ethan made good money. Great money. He was a bank manager at thirty. They had this house, two cars, a retirement plan already in motion.
Looks? Connor was decent-looking, sure, but nothing special. A little rough around the edges, actually. He needed a haircut and his stubble was uneven.
Charm? That was just manipulation. Sleight of hand. Parlor tricks.
Yet here was Evelyn, the woman who’d made him wait half a year, practically glowing under Connor’s attention. Here was his wife, who’d lectured him about propriety when he’d tried to cop a feel at the movies during their courtship, letting another man massage her palm like it was foreplay.
“You have to understand,” Connor was saying, leaning toward Evelyn with that intense focus, “most people don’t appreciate the patience gardening requires. They want instant results. But you get it. You understand that good things take time.”
Evelyn nodded eagerly. “Exactly! My mother used to say that all the time. ‘Evelyn, you can’t rush a rose.’”
“Wise woman.” Connor’s hand slipped from the couch back to Evelyn’s shoulder. Just resting there. Casual. Natural.
She didn’t even flinch.
Ethan’s throat went dry.
What was Connor’s secret? What did he know that Ethan didn’t? What invisible lock was he picking that Ethan had needed six months and a ring to get past?
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Chapter 3


“You don’t mind that we’re hogging the conversation, do you buddy?” Connor asked, grinning at Ethan. 
Evelyn caught his eye and seemed to, just then, realize that she was sitting on the couch cuddled up to Connor with his hand around her shoulder.
Evelyn shifted on the couch, her back straightening as if she’d just registered the warmth of Connor’s thigh against hers. “Oh, I didn’t mean to…”
Her hand fluttered toward her lap, but Connor’s laugh cut through the air, easy and warm.
“Relax, Evelyn. We’re just talking.” He glanced at Ethan with that familiar grin, the one that had charmed bartenders and professors alike back in college. “You don’t mind that we’re hogging the conversation, do you, buddy?”
Evelyn’s gaze followed Connor’s, landing on Ethan with a flicker of something. Embarrassment, maybe. Guilt. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, the gesture almost mechanical.
“I should probably…” She made a half-hearted move to stand, but Connor’s hand remained on her shoulder, steady and reassuring.
“It’s fine,” Connor said, his voice dropping into something softer, more intimate. “Ethan’s a big man. He can handle his wife sitting next to another man without getting upset. Can’t you, buddy?”
Ethan’s jaw tightened. The word “buddy” grated, but what stopped him from speaking was the look Evelyn gave him. Uncertain and somewhat questioning. Waiting for permission.
He managed a shrug. “Course.”
Connor’s smile widened. He turned back to Evelyn, his posture relaxing as if Ethan had just given his blessing. “So you were saying about the perennials...”
Evelyn hesitated, then settled back into the cushions. The space between her and Connor closed again, their bodies angled toward each other in a way that shut Ethan out completely.
“Well, they require patience,” she continued, her voice regaining its earlier enthusiasm. “You can’t rush them.”
Connor nodded, his expression shifting. The playfulness drained from his features, replaced by something raw. “My mom used to say that.”
Evelyn tilted her head. “Your mom?”
“She was a gardener.” Connor’s thumb traced absent patterns on Evelyn’s shoulder. “Spent every free moment in the dirt, hands covered in soil. She’d come inside smelling like earth and roses.”
Ethan’s stomach clenched. Connor’s mother lived in a condo in Phoenix, played bridge twice a week, and had never touched a plant in her life.
“She died when I was fifteen.”
Silence stretched out for a few seconds.
“Connor.” Evelyn’s voice cracked. “I’m so sorry.”
Her hand moved before Ethan could process it. Those dainty and pale fingers settling on Connor’s thigh, just above his knee. Comforting. Maternal, almost.
Except it wasn’t maternal at all.
“It’s alright.” Connor covered her hand with his, sandwiching it against the dark fabric of his jeans. “It was a long time ago. But talking to you tonight, hearing you describe the patience, the care...” He paused, met her eyes. “It reminded me of her.”
Evelyn’s breath hitched. Her fingers curled slightly, the motion involuntary.
Ethan watched those fingers, so close to where Connor’s cock rested. The mental image hit him right in the gut. Connor hardehing, Evelyn’s delicate hand inches from that thickening length, separated only by fabric and circumstance.
His own body responded traitorously, heat sinking low beneath his gut.
“She sounds like she was wonderful,” Evelyn murmured.
Connor’s thumb stroked across her knuckles. “She was. Strong, principled. Like you.”
Evelyn’s cheeks flushed pink. She didn’t pull away.
Ethan knew he should stop this. He knew he should call Connor out on the bullshit story.
But the words stuck in his throat.
Because Evelyn was leaning closer now, her free hand reaching up to touch Connor’s arm. Offering comfort. Wanting to nurture this wound he’d manufactured from nothing.
And Connor, that son of a bitch, looked genuinely moved, his expression soft with false grief.
“Thank you,” Connor said quietly. “For listening.”
Evelyn squeezed his thigh.
The room fell silent except for the soft tick of the mantel clock. Evelyn’s hand remained on Connor’s thigh, her thumb moving in small, unconscious circles against the denim.
“Do you miss her?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
Connor’s chest rose with a shaky breath. He opened his mouth, and a laugh escaped, strangled and raw. Nothing like his usual smooth delivery. “God, I…” He pressed his free hand to his face, rubbing at his eyes. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to...”
“No, please.” Evelyn shifted closer, both hands now on him. One on his thigh, the other sliding up to his forearm. “Don’t apologize.”
“It’s just...” Connor’s words came out jumbled, tumbling over each other. “I miss the connection, you know? Having someone who actually gives a damn. Work’s consuming everything and I haven’t…Christ, I haven’t been with anyone in months because what’s the point? I can’t give them what they need, can’t invest the time, and I refuse to lead someone on just to...you  know. Just for the physical aspect.”
His hand squeezed Evelyn’s fingers where they rested on his leg.
“I’m rambling. I sound pathetic.” He laughed again, bitter this time. “Successful businessman reduced to whining about loneliness like some teenager.”
“You’re not pathetic.” Evelyn’s voice carried conviction. “You’re honest. That’s so rare.”
Ethan watched from his chair, fingers digging into the armrest.
It was all bullshit. Every goddamn word.
Connor had been with three different women just last month. He’d sent him fucking pictures over text, complete with crude details about a paralegal’s flexibility and an intern’s enthusiasm.
But holy shit, the performance was flawless.
The way Connor’s voice cracked. The slight tremor in his shoulders. The vulnerable confusion bleeding through every stammered confession.
Even Ethan almost believed it.
And Evelyn, reserved, cautious Evelyn who’d made him wait four months for their first kiss, was eating it up.
Her hand moved higher on Connor’s thigh. Just an inch. But enough that Ethan’s cock throbbed against his zipper.
He should stop this.
He should stand up, call Connor out, send him packing.
Instead, he sat frozen, pulse hammering in his ears as he watched his wife comfort another man. Watched her lean in until her breast pressed against Connor’s arm. Watched her stroke that muscular thigh with increasing confidence, like she was considering something.
Like she might actually be thinking about giving Connor what he needed.
The thought sent electricity through Ethan’s groin.
“Connection isn’t pathetic,” Evelyn said softly. “It’s what makes us human.”
Connor turned to face her fully, their knees touching now. “You get that. Most people don’t.”
“I think more people understand than you realize.” Her fingers flexed against his leg. “They’re just afraid to admit they need it too.”
“Are you?” Connor’s voice dropped lower. “Afraid?”
Evelyn’s breath caught in her throat. Her eyes widened slightly, and for a moment Ethan thought she’d pull away, recognize what she’d walked into.
But she didn’t.
She sat up a little straighter and pulled her hands off of him. Like she’d just realized how intimate the touch had been. She glanced at Ethan, then looked off to the side. “I, uh…” she began, then paused. She swallowed. “Anyone else need a glass of water?” she asked.
Connor slowly turned his head to look at Ethan.
Ethan waited for that shit-eating grin to spread across Connor’s mouth. It didn’t. His poker face was impeccable.
“I wouldn’t mind another drink, actually. If that’s not too much of an imposition. I just need a little something to relax.”
Evelyn swung her legs off the couch and stood up. Back to her rigid, uptight posture. Back to the moral, upstanding woman who would never even contemplate what the three of them had just come so close to. “You want something hun?” she asked Ethan.
Ethan nodded, eyes still dead set on Connor. “I’ll have another scotch, yeah. Thanks, love.”
Evelyn turned and walked primly towards the kitchen.
That’s when the grin cracked on Connor’s mouth. “What do you think, buddy?” he whispered. “You want me to stop?”
Ethan’s throat constricted. Every rational thought screamed at him to end this, to tell Connor to back the fuck off and get out of his house. Or at least to back the fuck off.
But the words died somewhere between his brain and his mouth.
Because part of him, some dark, twisted part he’d never acknowledged before tonight, wanted to see how far this could go. He wanted to know if Connor could actually crack through Evelyn’s pristine exterior, peel back those layers of propriety and restraint she wore like armour.
It had taken Ethan months to get anywhere with her. Months of careful courtship, respectful distance, patient waiting while she analyzed every gesture, every word, every touch before allowing herself to respond.
And Connor had her hand on his thigh in less than two hours.
Of course this was different. Evelyn had no idea of Connor’s intentions. They weren’t dating. But seeing her be so physically and emotionally available for Connor was somehow wildly erotic and deeply gratifying at the same time.
“Jesus Christ,” Ethan breathed, barely audible.
Connor’s grin widened. He leaned back against the couch, legs spread, one arm stretched along the cushions where Evelyn had just been sitting. “That’s what I thought.”
The kitchen sounds filtered through. Cupboard doors opening, ice clinking into glasses, the tap running.
Connor’s free hand dropped to his lap. His palm pressed against the front of his jeans, fingers splaying over the obvious bulge there. He squeezed once, adjusting himself with absolutely no shame.
“See this?” Connor’s voice stayed low, barely above a whisper. “This is going inside your wife tonight.”
Ethan’s stomach lurched. Nausea warred with the sick arousal pulsing through his veins.
“You’re fucking delusional.”
“Am I?” Connor stroked himself through the denim, slow and deliberate. “She had her hands all over me, buddy. And you saw her face. That flush creeping down her neck. Those pupils blown up.”
He wasn’t wrong.
Ethan had seen it. He’d watched Evelyn transform from his reserved, careful wife into something softer, more pliant. Responsive in ways she rarely was even with him.
“She was being compassionate,” Ethan managed. “That’s who she is.”
“Compassionate.” Connor rolled the word around in his mouth, testing it. “Sure. Let’s call it that.” His hand squeezed harder, outlining the thick length pressed against his zipper. “But we both know what compassion leads to with a woman like her. She wants to fix me. Heal me. Make me feel better.”
The faucet shut off in the kitchen.
Connor dropped his voice even lower. “And when I tell her the only thing that’ll make me feel better is her mouth wrapped around this cock...” He thrust up into his palm. “She’ll convince herself it’s mercy. Kindness. Helping a broken man.”
“Shut the fuck up.”
“Make me.” Connor’s eyes gleamed. “Go ahead, buddy. Tell me to leave. Throw me out. Protect your precious wife from the big bad wolf.”
Ethan’s hands clenched into fists. His pulse hammered against his skull.
Do it. End this now.
But he didn’t move.
Because beneath the disgust, beneath the jealousy and rage, something else writhed in his gut. Something hot and urgent and utterly wrong.
The image of Evelyn on her knees. That elegant mouth stretched obscenely around Connor’s thickness. Those green eyes watering as she struggled to take him deeper.
Ethan’s cock throbbed so hard it hurt.
Connor saw it. Of course he did. The satisfaction on his face was unmistakable.
“I’m gonna give you the show of a lifetime,” Connor whispered. “Front row seat to your wife’s corruption. Every moan, every whimper, every desperate plea for more.”
They sat in silence for a few moments. Then Ethan furrowed his brow. The noises from the kitchen had stopped but Evelyn had yet to materialize. “Hang tight a sec,” he said, standing from the armchair and walking out.
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Chapter 4


Ethan walked into the kitchen to find Evelyn standing at the sink and staring into it. 
She seemed not to notice that he was there.
Only when he walked right up to her did she turn her head to look at him and force a tight smile.
Ethan walked into the kitchen to find Evelyn standing at the sink, staring into it.
She seemed not to notice him.
Only when he approached did she turn, forcing a tight smile that didn’t reach her eyes.
“Everything alright?” he asked.
“Fine.” The word came too quickly. Her fingers twisted the dishcloth in her hands.
“Evie.”
She looked away. The fluorescent light caught the flush creeping up her neck.
“You can talk to me.”
“I said I’m fine.” But her voice cracked on the last word, betraying her.
Ethan stepped closer, his stomach knotting. Connor had gotten to her. Actually gotten to her. His wife, who’d once lectured him about propriety and restraint, was coming undone over a man she’d met hours ago.
“What’s going through your head right now?”
Evelyn’s knuckles whitened around the cloth. She opened her mouth, closed it, then turned back to the sink.
“I’m being ridiculous.”
“You’re not. Tell me.”
A beat of silence stretched between them. Then her shoulders sagged.
“I feel terrible for him.” The words spilled out in a rush. “That story about his mother, the loneliness, the way he talked about gardening like it was the only thing connecting him to her memory...” She pressed her palm against her forehead. “I know it sounds foolish, but I can’t stop thinking about how alone he must be.”
Ethan stared. Evelyn’s confession was totally unexpected and completely misguided. He knew he should tell her the truth. He just kept staring at her.
“He just... he needs someone, Ethan. I don’t know how to explain it, but when he was touching my hand, when he was talking, I felt like I could actually help him. Like maybe I was supposed to.” She laughed, bitter and confused. “God, listen to me. I sound insane.”
Tell her. The thought screamed through his mind. Tell her it’s bullshit, that Connor’s playing her, that there’s no dead mother or grief or any of it.
But the words wouldn’t come.
Because Evelyn’s eyes had gone distant, lost in whatever feelings Connor had stirred up. Her chest rose and fell with quick, shallow breaths. The composed woman who always did everything with perfect posture was unravelling, and Ethan couldn’t look away.
“Your feelings are normal,” he heard himself say. “Valid.”
The lie tasted horrible.
Evelyn’s gaze snapped to his, searching. “Really?”
“Compassion isn’t something to be ashamed of.”
She stepped closer, close enough that he could see the uncertainty written across her features. The guilt crashed over him in waves. He was complicit now. Feeding Connor’s manipulation with his silence, pushing his own wife toward something dark and thrilling.
Their eyes locked. Seconds stretched into what felt like an eternity.
Evelyn’s lips parted. Her breath hitched.
Panic seized him. She was going to ask. Right here, right now, she was going to voice whatever forbidden thought was racing through her mind. He could see it forming, could feel the question building in the charged space between them.
“Ethan, I…”
The words hung incomplete. Her eyes pleaded for something he just wasn’t sure what. Permission or absolution or understanding.
His pulse hammered hard in his chest. Say yes. Say no. Say anything.
But he just stood there, frozen in the moment, watching his wife teeter on the edge of a decision that would change everything.
“I didn’t kill the vibe with my little pity party, did I?” Connor’s deep voice came booming from the doorway.
Evelyn grabbed one of the whisky glasses from the counter and tipped it back, draining it in three hard swallows.
Ethan stared, his mouth falling open. She never drank like that. Ever. Wine with dinner, maybe a cocktail at Christmas, always measured, always controlled.
Connor materialized in the doorway, filling the frame. He moved past Ethan and loomed over him, close enough that Ethan could smell his cologne mixed with the whisky on his breath.
Evelyn poured another measure with shaking hands and thrust the glass toward Connor.
“Let’s go back to the living room.” Her voice came out breathless, almost desperate. She didn’t wait for a response, just swept past both of them, her hips swaying slightly as she walked.
Connor’s lips curved into a knowing smile. He raised the glass in a mock toast to Ethan, then followed.
Ethan trailed behind, his own untouched drink growing warm in his palm. His legs felt disconnected from his body.
The living room seemed smaller now. More intimate. Evelyn had already claimed her spot on the couch, legs tucked beneath her bottom in that same pose from before. The fabric of her skirt stretched across her thighs.
Connor dropped down beside her without hesitation. Their shoulders nearly touched.
“Listen, I’m sorry if I brought the mood down back there.” Connor rolled the glass between his palms. “Heavy stuff for a dinner party, yeah? Maybe we should talk about something else.”
He turned his full attention on Evelyn, that practised smile sliding into place.
“I’ve got to tell you Evelyn” Connor glanced at Ethan, then back to Evelyn. “I honestly can’t believe what an absolute babe your husband married.”
It took a moment for the sentence to connect in Evelyn’s mind. 
Ethan saw the moment it did.
Pink bloomed across her cheeks. She waved her hand dismissively, but her lips twitched upward. “Oh, stop that.”
“I’m serious.” Connor leaned in slightly. “Look at you. Gorgeous, brilliant, talented with those gardens of yours. And humble too? Ethan, how did you possibly convince this woman to settle for a numbers guy?”
Evelyn laughed, the sound lighter than it had been all evening. “He’s not just a numbers guy.”
“I am giving myself plenty of credit for recognizing quality when I see it.” Connor’s gaze traced the line of her jaw. “Some men wouldn’t know a diamond if it fell in their lap.”
The heat in Evelyn’s face deepened. She shifted on the couch, adjusting her position so her knee angled toward Connor. The movement pulled her skirt higher, revealing more of her pale thigh.
Ethan stood frozen near the chair, watching. His wife, who blushed when he complimented her dress, who deflected praise like it burned, was practically glowing under Connor’s attention. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, a gesture he recognized as nervous excitement.
“You’re terrible,” she said, but the protest held no weight. Her eyes sparkled.
Connor shrugged, all innocence. “Just calling it like I see it. Right, Ethan?”
The question lingered in the air. Both of them turned to look at him. Connor with that infuriating smirk, Evelyn with her flushed cheeks and bright eyes, waiting for him to confirm or deny.
His throat constricted. The glass sweated in his grip.
“Yeah,” he managed. “Lucky guy.”
Connor’s smile widened. Victorious.
Evelyn beamed at Ethan, utterly oblivious to the current running beneath the surface. She reached for Connor’s glass, her fingers brushing his as she took it. She raised it to her lips and took a dainty sip this time.
When she went to hand it back to him, Connor took it but set it on the coffee table in front of them instead of cradling it in his palm. Before Evelyn could react he swept a hand behind her neck, leaned in and pressed his lips against hers as he pulled her closer.
Time broke for Ethan.
His vision tunnelled to that single point of contact. Connor’s mouth pressed against Evelyn’s, claiming her with the casual confidence of someone taking what already belonged to him.
His wife’s body went rigid for half a heartbeat. Then she melted.
The glass slipped from Ethan’s fingers, hitting the carpet with a muted thud. Whisky soaked into the fibres. He didn’t move to pick it up. He couldn’t move. His entire world had narrowed to the couch, to the obscene intimacy unfolding three metres away.
Connor’s hand cradled the back of Evelyn’s neck, fingers threading through her carefully pinned hair. The other hand found her waist, pulling her closer. And Evelyn, God, Evelyn, her lips parted under the pressure of his kiss.
She was kissing him back.
She was fucking kissing him back.
The realization pressed the air out of his lungs. His chest constricted, ribs too tight, his heart feeling like it was hammering against bone.
This was wrong. Utterly, fundamentally wrong. Another man’s hands on his wife. Another man’s tongue in her mouth. The woman he’d courted for months, who’d made him wait, who’d talked about virtue and respect and the sanctity of commitment, surrendering to Connor after barely three hours.
In front of her fucking husband.
Stop this. The command again roared through his skull. Move. Do something. Anything.
But his legs wouldn’t obey nor would the rest of his body. He remained rooted to the armchair watching his marriage deconstruct.
Evelyn’s hand came up, hovering uncertainly near Connor’s shoulder before settling there. Her fingers curled into the fabric of his shirt. Not pushing away. Holding on.
The sound that escaped Ethan’s throat was barely human. A strangled noise caught between protest and something far more shameful.
Because beneath the horror, beneath the sick churning in his gut and the white-hot spike of betrayal piercing his chest, his body responded with brutal honesty.
His cock strained against his trousers, thick and aching. Blood rushed south with humiliating urgency, pooling heat in his groin that made his vision swim. The fabric pulled tight, creating an obscene bulge he couldn’t hide even if he’d had the presence of mind to try.
He was hard. Painfully, shamefully hard while watching his wife kiss another man.
The contradiction tore through him. Rage and arousal tangled together until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. His fists clenched at his sides, nails digging into his palms.
Connor shifted, deepening the kiss. His tongue swept deeper into Evelyn’s mouth, claiming territory Ethan had thought was his alone.
And she let him. Christ, she seemed to welcome it, her head tilting back to grant better access, a soft sound escaping her throat.
That was pleasure. Pure, unfiltered pleasure.
She was enjoying this.
Now she was opening her mouth for Connor like she was starving for it.
Ethan’s breathing came harsh and ragged. His pulse thundered in his ears, drowning out rational thought. The erection pulsed against his zipper.
He should hate this. He did hate this.
But watching Evelyn transform, watching her shed that careful control and give herself over to raw sensation, was the most erotic thing he’d ever witnessed.
Finally Connor pulled away with what sounded like an obscenely loud, wet smack.
The sound seemed to trip something inside Evelyn’s mind. “Oh god. Oh my god,” she whispered, turning and looking at Ethan. “Oh my god, Ethan,” she said, covering her mouth with her hand.
Connor slowly raised his hand and closed it around her forearm. He pulled her hand away from her mouth, shaking his head at the same time. “No, no, Evelyn,” he said. “You don’t need to worry about him. You don’t need to worry about Ethan. He doesn’t mind that we did that. He doesn’t mind it. He likes it.”
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Evelyn, sweet, innocent, naive Evelyn, stared at Ethan with her lips slightly parted and her eyes wide. 
He could see now that the pupils were wide, just like Connor had said. He could see the pulse in her carotid artery. And in those eyes he saw something he’d never seen before.
A thirst for danger.
Evelyn’s gaze locked on Ethan, her chest rising and falling in shallow breaths. The shock in her expression hadn’t faded. If anything, it intensified, transforming into something wondrous and searching.
“Evelyn,” Connor murmured, his voice silky smooth. “Look at your husband.”
She did. Those wide eyes, pupils blown wide, held Ethan’s equally mesmerized stare.
“Notice anything? He’s just sitting there. Not moving. Not yelling at me to leave.” Connor’s hand settled on Evelyn’s thigh, fingers spreading across the fabric of her skirt. “Why do you think that is?”
Evelyn’s lips parted further. Her tongue darted out to wet them.
“He’s...I don’t...”
“Look at him properly, Evelyn.”
Connor’s hand drifted higher on her thigh, slow and deliberate. Evelyn’s eyes dropped, scanning down Ethan’s body until they reached his lap.
The bulge in his trousers stood obvious and undeniable.
Her face flushed crimson.
Ethan’s stomach twisted. Never, not once in their years together, had she looked at him like this outside their bedroom. Their intimacy lived in darkness, in whispered movements beneath sheets, in silence and propriety. They didn’t speak of it. They certainly didn’t acknowledge it in the living room with the lights on and a stranger watching.
But now Evelyn stared at the evidence of his arousal, transfixed.
“See?” Connor’s fingers traced small circles on her thigh. “Your husband’s quite interested in what’s happening.”
Evelyn’s hand moved to her throat. Her eyes lifted back to Ethan’s face, searching for confirmation or denial.
“Ethan?” Her voice came out hoarse.
He opened his mouth. Nothing emerged.
Connor’s hand traveled up Evelyn’s side, following the curve of her waist, her ribs. She watched it climb with the same disbelieving fascination she’d shown when he first touched her shoulder. As though her body was someone else’s. As though she couldn’t process that this was happening to her.
“This can’t be...” She shook her head, but the movement was weak. “I don’t understand.”
“It’s not hard to understand.” Connor’s fingers grazed the underside of her breast through her blouse. “Your husband’s watching another man touch his wife, and he doesn’t mind.”
Evelyn gasped.
Connor claimed her mouth again, his hand finally cupping her breast. Evelyn made a small sound, something between protest and surrender. Her eyes stayed open for a moment, locked on Ethan, before they fluttered closed.
His hand kneaded her flesh through the thin fabric of her blouse. Evelyn’s back arched slightly, pressing into his palm. Connor’s other hand gripped her thigh, spreading her legs just enough that her skirt rode even higher.
Ethan’s pulse was thundering hard in his chest.
His wife, his careful, controlled wife, yielded to Connor’s touch in their living room while he watched.
Her breathing quickened, her hands clutching at Connor’s shirt.
This wasn’t supposed to be real. Connor’s boast had been a game, a crude challenge Ethan never imagined would go beyond words.
But Evelyn’s lips moved against Connor’s, and her hips shifted forward on the couch.
Connor’s hand moved over Evelyn’s breast with more force, fingers digging into the soft flesh through her blouse. The delicate fabric shifted with each squeeze, and Evelyn’s breath caught in her throat.
“Connor...” she whispered, but it wasn’t a protest.
He kneaded harder, palm pressing, fingers spreading and closing with rhythmic insistence. Her breast filled his hand completely as he worked it, alternating between rough groping and circular motions that made the fabric bunch and stretch.
Evelyn moaned.
The sound pierced through Ethan. He’d heard her make noise during their intimate moments, quiet sighs, restrained breaths, but never this. Never so raw and unguarded.
Connor switched to her other breast, giving it the same treatment. His fingers found the nipple through the layers of fabric and pinched. Evelyn’s back arched off the couch, her mouth falling open.
“God...”
Connor abandoned her mouth and descended to her neck, his lips dragging across her pale skin. He kissed along her pulse point, then licked a slow line from her collarbone to just beneath her ear. When he sucked at the sensitive flesh there, Evelyn’s hands flew to his shoulders.
Her eyes opened.
They found Ethan immediately, locking onto him with an intensity that stopped his breath. She looked wild. Pupils massive, lips swollen, face flushed. But it wasn’t shame in those eyes or horror at what she was allowing.
It was excitement.
Connor’s hand left her breast and travelled down her stomach, over her hip, to the hem of her skirt. His fingers slipped beneath the fabric and began pushing it upward, exposing inch after inch of her thigh.
Evelyn watched Ethan watching her.
Her chest heaved. Connor’s mouth worked at her neck, leaving red marks in his wake, and his hand kept climbing. The skirt bunched around her hips now, revealing the full length of her legs.
Guilt crashed through Ethan like a wave, drowning him, but his hand dropped to his lap anyway. He pressed his palm against the rigid outline in his trousers, rubbing slowly.
Evelyn saw.
Her lips parted. Her hips shifted forward on the couch cushions, sliding lower as Connor’s weight pressed her down. She was disappearing beneath him, being consumed by his aggressive touches and demanding mouth.
Connor’s hand moved to her inner thigh, fingers spreading her legs apart.
Evelyn let him. She didn’t resist. She was lost in the moment and wanted more.
Her knees fell open, and there were her plain white cotton panties. So perfectly Evelyn in their modesty. Her underwear covered her sex and stretched across her hips.
Connor’s fingers hooked into the fabric at the side and pulled.
The gusset shifted, revealing everything.
Ethan’s throat went dry.
Pink and glistening, slick with arousal, her sex lay exposed in the bright light of their living room. Nothing hidden. Nothing left to imagination. The raw evidence of her body’s betrayal, or perhaps its honesty, right there for him to see.
Connor dragged two fingers through her wet folds.
“Fuck, you’re soaked,” he growled.
Evelyn cried out, her hips jerking against his hand. Her eyes stayed fixed on Ethan, wide and desperate, as Connor’s fingers explored her slick folds. He circled her entrance once, twice, coating his fingers thoroughly before pressing inside.
Her cry turned into a long, shuddering moan.
Connor’s fingers disappeared into her up to the second knuckle, and Evelyn’s legs trembled. Her hands clutched at the couch cushions, knuckles white, as he began to move.
Ethan’s hand moved faster against his trousers, the friction sending heat through his entire body. He couldn’t stop. Couldn’t look away. His wife writhed on their couch, impaled on another man’s fingers, and he was touching himself.
Connor pumped his fingers into Evelyn in a steady rhythm. The wet sounds of her arousal filled the living room, obscene and urgent. Her hips rocked to meet each thrust, chasing sensation she’d never pursued with this kind of abandon.
“Tell him,” Connor growled against her throat. “Tell your husband how this feels.”
Evelyn’s eyes squeezed shut.
“I can’t... I can’t...” she whimpered.
Connor’s thumb found her clit and pressed hard. Evelyn’s back arched off the couch, a strangled gasp tearing from her lips.
“Tell him.”
“It feels...” Her voice broke. “God, it feels so good.”
The confession shattered something in Ethan. His careful, proper wife admitting pleasure while being fingered by his friend. He squeezed himself through his trousers, the pressure both a relief and a torment.
Connor’s fingers curled inside her, and Evelyn cried out again. Her thighs trembled, spreading wider, offering herself more completely to his touch. The white cotton of her panties was pulled completely to the side now, the fabric digging into her hip.
“You’re close already, aren’t you?” Connor’s voice dripped satisfaction. “Your husband been neglecting this pussy?”
Evelyn whimpered but didn’t answer.
Connor’s fingers pumped faster, his thumb circling her clit. Evelyn’s breathing turned ragged, desperate little gasps that came faster and faster. Her hands grabbed Connor’s shoulders, nails digging in through his shirt.
“Look at him,” Connor commanded. “Look at your husband while I make you come.”
Evelyn’s eyes flew open, locking onto Ethan’s face. Wild. Pleading. Beautiful in a way he’d never seen before. Completely undone, all restraint burned away.
“Ethan...” His name fell from her lips like a prayer.
Her body went rigid. Connor’s fingers kept moving, kept working inside her as the orgasm took hold. Evelyn’s mouth opened in a silent scream, her hips jerking against his hand, and then sound burst from her. A cry of pure, unfiltered pleasure that echoed through their pristine living room.
Ethan watched his wife come apart on another man’s fingers and pressed harder against his own aching need.
Connor’s fingers slowed their relentless rhythm, though they remained buried inside Evelyn. His thumb lifted from her clit, and she gasped at the sudden absence of pressure. Her body trembled, aftershocks rippling through her as she came down from the peak.
“Shh, that’s it,” Connor murmured, his free hand stroking her hair. “Just breathe.”
Evelyn’s eyes flew wide, reality crashing back. Her hands moved to his wrist, gripping it.
“Oh god. Oh my god, what did I…”
“Hey, hey.” Connor’s voice turned soothing, almost gentle. His fingers stayed motionless inside her, a constant reminder of their intimacy. “You’re okay. Everything’s okay.”
“It’s not okay!” Panic edged into her voice. “This isn’t... I shouldn’t have...”
“Look at your husband, Evelyn.”
She shook her head, squeezing her eyes shut.
Connor’s hand cupped her jaw, turning her face toward Ethan. “Look at him.”
Evelyn’s eyes opened reluctantly. When they found Ethan, still seated across from them with his hand pressed against the obvious bulge in his trousers, fresh color flooded her cheeks.
“See?” Connor’s thumb traced her jawline. “He’s not angry. He likes it.”
Ethan’s throat worked, but no words came out. What could he say? That Connor was wrong? The evidence of his arousal was right there.
“Everyone likes it,” Connor continued, his voice hypnotic. “Everyone loves seeing you like this. You look beautiful, Evelyn. Just pure feeling.”
Evelyn’s breathing slowed, though her hands still gripped Connor’s wrist.
“Come on now. Sit up for me.”
Connor guided her upright, and Ethan watched his wife’s face transform from panic to confusion. Connor’s fingers remained inside her, and she shifted uncomfortably on the couch.
“Look down,” Connor instructed. “Look at where my fingers are.”
“I can’t…”
“Look.”
Evelyn’s gaze dropped. Her skirt was bunched around her waist, her plain white panties pulled aside, and two of Connor’s fingers disappeared between her slick folds. The sight made her entire body stiffen.
Connor wiggled his fingers inside her.
Evelyn gasped, her hips jerking involuntarily. “Oh...”
“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Connor’s voice held amusement. He wiggled them again, and Evelyn’s thighs trembled. “Can’t help but react. Your body knows what it wants.”
“Please...” But whether she was begging him to stop or continue, Ethan couldn’t tell.
“Tell your husband,” Connor said. His fingers curled inside her, and Evelyn whimpered. “Tell Ethan you like my fingers in you.”
“I can’t say that.”
“Yes, you can.” Another curl of his fingers. Another gasp from Evelyn. “Just the truth. That’s all.”
“Connor, please...”
“Say it.”
Evelyn looked at Ethan, and the wild thirst in her eyes had returned. Her lips parted, her chest heaving.
“I... I like Connor’s fingers in me.”
The words hung in the air between them. Ethan’s hand squeezed harder against himself, and Evelyn saw.
Her hips began to move, small rocking motions that made Connor’s fingers slide deeper. She was chasing sensation again, desperate for friction, for pressure, for release.
“That’s my good girl,” Connor praised. “But slow down now.”
Evelyn whined, her movements becoming more frantic.
“There’ll be a lot more of those coming,” Connor assured her, stilling her hips with his free hand. “But you’ve got to be a good girl first. For me and for Ethan.”
Evelyn’s glazed eyes fixed on him.
“We’re going to have a wild time tonight.”
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Connor used his free hand to undo his belt and tug it open. He unbuttoned his jeans and hooked a thumb in them and pushed them halfway down his thighs. 
Connor’s fingers twisted inside Evelyn, and she gasped, her thighs clenching around his wrist. The obscenely wet sound of it filled the room.
“Look at you,” Connor murmured. “All prim and proper a half-hour ago.”
Evelyn’s gaze dropped to his lap, where his cock lay thick and heavy against his thigh. Her eyes widened, pupils dilating. Then she whipped her head away, color flooding her cheeks.
“I can’t…I shouldn’t…”
Connor laughed. He wiggled his fingers deliberately, and Evelyn’s protest died in a strangled moan.
“You’re adorable,” he said, stroking deeper. “Absolutely adorable.”
Ethan gripped the armrests of his chair. His knuckles had gone white. The room felt smaller now, airless. He watched Evelyn’s face, the war between shame and desire playing out on her expression. Her lips parted. Her breath came faster.
“Do you want to see it, Evelyn?”
The question hung between them. Evelyn’s eyes darted. To Connor’s face, to the ceiling, to Ethan, back to Connor. Anywhere but down.
“I…no. I don’t think…”
“We’ve already gone this far.” Connor’s voice dropped, gentle and coaxing. He curved his fingers inside her, and her hips bucked involuntarily. “Nobody’s mad. Everybody likes it.”
Ethan’s stomach twisted. The words were for him as much as Evelyn.
“Just give in, Evelyn.” Connor stroked her inner thigh with his free hand. “Just enjoy yourself.”
He pulled his cock from his underwear with casual confidence.
The thing was massive. Nine inches at least, thick and veined even while soft. It curved slightly, resting against Connor’s hip like some obscene trophy. Ethan’s mouth went dry. He’d never seen another man’s cock in person, never wanted to, but now he couldn’t look away.
Evelyn stared.
Her composure shattered. Her mouth fell open. Her chest heaved. She looked like she couldn’t tear her eyes away from the thing.
“Oh my God,” she whispered.
Connor grinned. “Like what you see?”
She didn’t answer. Her eyes traced along it’s length. Every inch of it. The thick shaft, the prominent head, the way it twitched under her scrutiny.
Ethan sank deeper into the armchair, the leather creaking beneath him. A sick, heavy feeling settled in his gut, spreading through his limbs. He knew now, with absolute certainty, that he was going to watch that cock slide inside his wife. The knowledge pinned him in place.
And fuck him, but he wanted it.
The arousal was so intense it bordered on nausea. His own erection strained against his pants, hard and aching and shameful.
He heard a tiny whisper of you should stop this somewhere in the back of his mind. It almost made him laugh. They had blown so far past that. There was no stopping this now.
He didn’t move.
“That’s...” Evelyn’s voice cracked. She swallowed hard. “That’s enormous.”
“Yeah.” Connor pumped his fingers lazily, keeping her on edge. “Think you can handle it?”
Her thighs trembled. She looked at Ethan finally. Really looked at him. Her eyes were wild, searching his face for something. Permission?
Ethan stared back, frozen.
Connor’s cock thickened slightly, responding to Evelyn’s attention. It lifted from his thigh, swelling with blood. Evelyn tracked the movement with hungry eyes, and a small, desperate sound escaped her throat.
“I’ve never...” she breathed.
“I know.” Connor’s smile widened. “That’s what makes this perfect.”
Ethan’s crotch throbbed with a dull, persistent ache. His cock pressed against the zipper of his trousers, trapped and straining. Every pulse of blood sent a sharp twinge through him, pleasure and pain blurring together into something almost unbearable.
Connor tilted his head, studying Evelyn with lazy amusement.
“Do you like sucking cock, Evelyn?”
She blinked. Her mouth opened, then closed.
“Do you like sucking your husband’s cock?”
The air left the room. Evelyn’s gaze snapped to Ethan, wide and mortified. Her lips trembled.
“I...yes. I like it.”
The words came out flat. Mechanical. Like she’d rehearsed them for a school play and forgotten to add emotion.
Connor chuckled and withdrew his fingers from her in one smooth motion. They glistened obscenely in the lamplight. He stood, pushing his jeans down his thighs until they pooled around his ankles. His cock jutted forward, thick and demanding, the head flushed dark with blood.
He stepped closer to Evelyn, positioning himself directly in front of her. The thing bobbed just inches from her face.
“Would you please kiss it for me?”
His voice dripped with sweetness.
Evelyn looked horrified.
“Please?”
Evelyn stared at it for a moment, then glanced at Ethan.
“God, you’re gorgeous when you blush like that.” Connor reached down and brushed a strand of hair from her forehead. “Ethan’s a lucky man. You’re both so lucky to have each other.”
Something shifted in Evelyn’s posture. She straightened, spine rigid, shoulders back. The movement was unconscious, as if her body defaulted to propriety even now. She sat primly on the edge of the couch, hands folded in her lap, eyes fixed on Connor’s cock.
The contrast was surreal. A woman composed and elegant from the neck up, staring at a stranger’s erection like it was a problem to solve.
She glanced at Ethan.
Her eyes asked a question. They were huge and desperate, searching his face for an answer. For permission and guidance.
Ethan nodded.
The movement was small. Barely perceptible. But Evelyn saw it. Her pupils dilated and her lips parted.
She leaned forward.
Her mouth opened, pink and perfect, lips swollen from Connor’s earlier kiss. She moved slowly, eyes never leaving Ethan’s face as she closed the distance between her mouth and his prick.
Then her lips touched Connor’s cock.
They sealed around the head, soft and warm, and Connor groaned. A low, satisfied sound that rumbled from deep inside his chest.
Evelyn’s eyes fluttered shut. Her hands remained folded in her lap, prim and proper, while her mouth stretched obscenely around Connor’s thickness. She took him deeper, inch by inch, her throat working as she adjusted to the girth.
Ethan couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t move. He couldn’t do anything but watch his wife. His careful, controlled, principled wife. Sitting there and sucking on another man’s cock in their living room.
More wet sounds filled the space between them. They were soft and rhythmic and obscene. But there was a beauty to them, too. A suitable soundtrack for her descent into depravity.
Evelyn’s cheeks hollowed as she worked, her head bobbing in small, tentative movements. Connor’s hand slid into her hair, fingers tangling in the dark strands.
“That’s it,” Connor murmured. “Just like that.”
Ethan’s vision blurred at the edges. The ache in his crotch had become a roaring need. He pressed his palm against himself through his trousers, desperate for relief.
Evelyn’s lips slid further down Connor’s shaft, stretching around his girth. Her cheeks hollowed with each pull, and the wet sounds grew louder. Her hands stayed folded in her lap, the picture of restraint even as her mouth worked him.
Connor’s fingers tightened in her hair. “God, you’re good at this. Did you know she was this good at this?” he asked, grinning at Ethan.
Ethan’s stomach coiled tighter. He knew Connor was only partially trying to be a dick. He had a sadistic streak but it never got out of hand. He also knew that Connor knew he was enjoying what he was seeing. There was a shame in that but he couldn’t move or speak or do anything but stare at Evelyn’s continued debasement.
Evelyn’s eyes flicked to Ethan. Wide and uncertain, searching his face.
Ethan nodded.
Her pupils dilated. She took Connor deeper, her throat flexing as she swallowed around him. The movement was clumsy, unpracticed, but eager. So fucking eager.
Ethan pressed harder against his trousers. The pressure built behind his zipper, demanding release.
Evelyn pulled back, gasping, then dove forward again with renewed enthusiasm. Her head bobbed faster, more urgent.
Ethan flinched. She’d never given him head like that. Sucking the tip for a while to get him hard? Sure. Maybe even going down the shaft a little. Not fucking trying to choke herself on his cock, though. This was as close as he’d come to seeing something utterly disgusting and gloriously beautiful at once.
Connor laughed, a warm, indulgent sound that made Ethan’s stomach clench.
“Whoa, hang on, missy!” Connor’s hand tightened, slowing her rhythm. “You’re too hot to trot. I want to enjoy that mouth a little longer.”
Evelyn froze, Connor’s cock still between her lips. Her breath came in short, ragged bursts through her nose.
“Stick out your tongue for me.”
She hesitated, then obeyed. She pulled her mouth off of his cock. Her tongue extended, pink and glistening, pressed flat against the underside of his shaft.
Connor shifted his hips, dragging the sensitive ridge of his cockhead across her tongue in slow strokes. The muscle flexed beneath him, and Evelyn’s eyes drifted shut.
Ethan’s world tilted sideways.
His wife. His proper, controlled wife. Being used like this. Her mouth reduced to a toy for Connor’s pleasure. The sight burned itself into his brain.
“You like that, buddy?” Connor’s voice cut through the haze. “You like it?”
Ethan couldn’t answer. His throat had locked shut.
Connor grinned and returned his attention to Evelyn. “Does Ethan ever do anything dirty with you?”
Evelyn’s eyes snapped open. She glanced at Ethan, then slowly shook her head, tongue still obediently extended.
“No?” Connor pulled his cock away, holding it above her face. “That’s a shame. A woman like you deserves to have dirty things done to her.”
He traced the tip along her cheek, leaving a wet trail across her skin.
“Would you like that, Evelyn? Would you like having something dirty done to you?”
She looked at Ethan. Her lips trembled. The question hung between them.
Ethan realized that no matter what she answered there was no going back. There was no going back after all of this. Their marriage, their relationship would be forever changed.
“Yes,” she whispered.
The word was barely audible, but it landed like a bomb. Ethan’s cock pulsed in his pants, once more straining against the fabric. His hand cupped his prick and applied pressure. It relieved his need ever so slightly.
Connor’s smile widened. “Good girl.”
He positioned himself at her lips again, and Evelyn opened without hesitation. Her mouth sealed around him, warm and willing, and Connor groaned his approval.
“That’s it. Just like that.”
Evelyn worked him with renewed purpose, her tongue swirling around the head before taking him deeper.
Ethan watched, paralyzed. Every stroke of her mouth, every flash of her tongue, every flutter of her eyelashes sent fresh waves of arousal crashing through him.
This was happening. His wife was sucking another man’s cock in their living room. And she was good at it. Better than he’d ever seen her with him.
The realization twisted something deep in his gut, pleasure and embarrassment spiralling together until he couldn’t tell them apart.
Had she been hiding this? This…skill? Had she told herself a story that she was too good for this? Too upstanding to be a dirty girl for her husband?
He beat back the resentment that had begun building somewhere at the base of his chest. Nothing about this was Evelyn’s fault. And he couldn’t have treated her the way Connor was treating her now. It just wasn’t in him. He had too much respect for her and loved her too much to treat her like this much of a slut.
He watched Connor close his eyes and his brow furrow. He’d let go of Evelyn’s hair and was just standing there with his hands behind his back. Letting her mouth do all the work pleasuring him. He let out a low groan.
Ethan wondered if he was going to witness the ultimate debasement? Was Connor going to blow his load into his wife’s mouth?
Connor touched her cheek. “Ah, ah,” he said, gently pulling his cock out of her lips. “Shit that’s too good,” he said, panting. “That’s some good shit. You gonna let me fuck that pussy, baby?” he whispered, pressing a thumb against her lower lip.
Evelyn turned to glance at Ethan, arching her brow.
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That was one hell of a responsibility to have dumped on him. Evelyn looking at him and asking him with her eyes to make that decision. What was it going to be? Was he going to let his old college buddy into his wife’s soft, tight pussy? Was he going to say yes? 
“Come on buddy,” Connor said. “The woman wants to know. You man enough to watch that? You man enough to watch me stuff your wife full with this thing?”
The words hung in the air like a death sentence. Ethan’s throat constricted, his mind racing through justifications even as nausea churned in his gut. This was Evelyn. His Evelyn standing nearly naked in their living room, Connor’s hands cupping her breasts, asking to be fucked by another man.
But wasn’t this what he wanted to see? Some primal, inexplicable part of him burned to witness it. To watch Connor split her open, hear her make sounds she’d never made for him. The thought terrified and electrified him in equal measure.
“I don’t...” The words stuck in his throat.
Connor laughed, low and knowing. He pulled Evelyn up to stand, his cock jutting obscenely between her thighs. She gasped, her fingers clutching his shoulders for balance.
“Let me help you decide, bud.” Connor’s lips found her throat, teeth grazing the delicate skin. His hands slid down, gripping her ass possessively. “Kiss me again, Ev. Show your husband how much you want this.”
She obeyed without hesitation, turning her face to meet Connor’s mouth. Her tongue pushed past his lips, aggressive and hungry in a way that made Ethan’s chest ache. This wasn’t tentative or polite. This was need.
Connor groaned into her mouth, grinding his cock against her bunched up skirt and panties. When he pulled back, a string of saliva connected their lips.
“You taste even better after sucking cock,” he murmured.
Evelyn whimpered.
Connor’s hands moved quickly. Peeling away her blouse and skirt until they pooled at her feet. Her bra was next. The clasp sprang open as though it had been waiting for him. She stood in just her cotton panties and heels, nipples hardened and straining.
Connor’s eyes gleamed with delight as he bent his head and sucked one nipple into his mouth while his hand mauled the other breast.
Evelyn arched, her head falling back, a moan escaping her lips that Ethan had never heard before. Desperate. Wanton.
“Look at these perfect tits.” Connor’s voice dripped satisfaction. He squeezed them together, his thumbs circling her nipples. “Made to be fucked, aren’t they?”
She nodded, breathless.
He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against the damp cotton. The friction made her hips buck involuntarily. Connor rutted against her, the thick shaft sliding along her covered slit, and the wet spot bloomed larger.
Ethan sucked in a heavy breath.
Evelyn’s arousal saturated the air, thick enough to taste. His mouth watered despite himself.
“What’ll it be, Ethan?” Connor’s fingers hooked into her panties, tugging them aside just enough that the head of his cock touched bare flesh. “Do I get to fuck your wife’s tight little cunt? Split her open on this?” He thrust, the head catching on her entrance. “Make her scream my name?”
Evelyn’s eyes found Ethan’s. They were wide and glassy and the pupils were huge. She looked lost, innocent somehow despite everything. But her nipples jutted out like daggers, and her thighs trembled with anticipation.
“I want...” Her voice cracked. She licked her lips. “I want to try it. Connor’s... thing.”
The word thing sounded so childish, so absurdly inadequate for what was about to happen. But it was enough to tip Ethan over the edge.
He nodded at her again.
Connor grinned, predatory and triumphant. He hooked his fingers into the elastic of her underwear and slowly pulled them down her legs until he was kneeling in front of her. He picked up one foot, then the other and threw the underwear away. Giving her a gentle push knocked her off balance.
She fell back to sit on the couch.
Connor put his hands on the insides of her thighs and spread her legs apart wide.
Connor’s fingers traced the folds of Evelyn’s sex with reverence, parting them gently to expose the glistening pink flesh beneath. He let out a low whistle of appreciation.
“Look at that.” His thumb circled her entrance, gathering moisture. “Prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen. Like a fucking flower, all soft and delicate.” He spread her wider, his other hand stroking her inner thigh. “And tight. Jesus Christ, Ethan, you feel how tight she is?”
Ethan’s mouth went dry. He’d never studied Evelyn like this. He’d never knelt between her legs and examined every detail like a doctor the way Connor was doing now. The lamplight caught the wetness coating her folds, the way her opening clenched under his manipulations.
“You like getting eaten out, sweetheart?” Connor glanced up at Evelyn’s flushed face.
She shrugged, uncertainty flickering across her features. “I guess.”
Connor’s head snapped toward Ethan. “You guess? What kind of answer is that?” He shook his head, disgusted. “Buddy, you’ve been neglecting this beautiful woman. Not giving her enough head is practically criminal.”
Before Evelyn or Ethan could respond, Connor lowered his mouth to her sex.
Evelyn’s entire body went rigid. A strangled gasp tore from her throat as Connor’s tongue dragged along her slit, flattening against her flesh. He licked her like she was melting ice cream, broad strokes that made more vulgar wet sounds fill the quiet room.
Her legs kicked up, heels stabbing towards the ceiling. The muscles in her calves flexed, taut and trembling. Her thighs quivered on either side of Connor’s head, and Ethan couldn’t look away from how beautiful she looked. Spread open, vulnerable, writhing under another man’s mouth.
Connor sealed his lips around her clit and sucked.
Evelyn shrieked, her hips bucking off the couch. Connor gripped her thighs, pinning her down as his tongue worked in circles. Her hands flew to his hair, fingers tangling in the strands.
“Oh god, oh god…” The words tumbled out of her breathless and broken.
Connor pulled back just long enough to speak. “That’s it, Ev. Let it out.” Then his fingers pushed inside her.
Two thick digits disappeared into her cunt while his mouth returned to her clit. He pumped them in a steady rhythm, curling upward with each thrust. Evelyn thrashed, her heels scraping against the leather couch, her spine arching until only her shoulders touched the cushions.
Ethan gripped the armrest of his chair, his knuckles white. The sight carved itself into his brain. His wife’s thighs spread wide, Connor’s fingers vanishing into her slick heat, her face contorted in pleasure he’d never witnessed before.
Connor’s pace quickened. His fingers slammed into her harder.
Evelyn’s moans pitched higher. Desperate and uncontrolled sounds she’d never made with Ethan.
“Come for me,” Connor growled against her flesh. “Come on my fucking fingers.”
She shattered. Her whole body seized, legs snapping together around Connor’s head as the orgasm ripped through her. She screamed, raw and uninhibited as she ground her hips against his face.
Connor rode it out, his fingers still pumping until her tremors subsided. When he finally pulled back, his chin glistened with her arousal. He climbed onto the couch, kneeling beside her sprawled form, his erection jutting proudly.
Evelyn panted, her chest heaving, hair plastered to her forehead. Her eyes were dazed and unfocused.
Connor gripped his cock, stroking it slowly. He dragged the swollen head through her folds, coating himself in her wetness. Up and down, teasing her entrance without pushing in.
Evelyn whimpered, her hips lifting instinctively as she offered herself to him.
“You ready for this?” he asked, wearing that wolfish grin.
Evelyn was staring at his big cock. Biting down on one side of her mouth, her hips wagging ever so slightly up and down. She was oblivious to everything else. The fact that she was naked. That she’d barely met this man and only just had dinner with him. That her husband was watching.
Or so it seemed.
Ethan couldn’t imagine what was running through her mind. This was the most irrational and impulsive thing she’d ever done.
His core went taut as he watched Connor lower the head of his cock and position right at the centre of Evelyn’s beautiful pussy.
Connor’s fingers parted Evelyn’s folds slowly, spreading her open until the pink flesh glistened in the lamplight. He positioned the swollen head of his cock against her open hole, that angry purple tip between the delicate lips he held apart.
Evelyn lay still beneath him, her breath shallow. She craned her neck to look down her body and more clearly make out the taboo insertion.
Connor pushed forward. Just the head. The broad crown stretched her opening. The resistance was visible. The part of her body controlled by her conscious thought fought the intrusion even as her reflexively released wetness eased the way.
Then it slipped in.
Evelyn’s mouth fell open. “Aaahhhh.”
The sound came from somewhere deep in her chest, part discomfort, part disbelief. Her fingers clutched the couch cushions. Her eyes were wide open, bearing witness to her own impalement.
Connor froze with just the head buried inside her. He leaned down, found her breast with one hand and kneaded the soft flesh. His thumb circled her nipple, rolling it between his fingers.
“Breathe, sweetheart,” he murmured. “Just breathe.”
Evelyn’s chest rose and fell in rapid stutters. Her body trembled beneath him, adjusting to the width splitting her open. Connor’s cock throbbed, visibly pulsing where it disappeared into her tight slit.
Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away. The sight carved itself into his consciousness. His wife’s sex stretched impossibly wide around another man’s shaft, her expression caught between agony and wonder.
Connor’s hand slid down her stomach, fingers splaying possessively across her abdomen. Then he pressed deeper.
Half his length sank into her slick heat. The fluid leaking from her eased the way, coating his shaft in glossy wetness. Her inner walls clung to him like an overstretched elastic.
Ethan winced. The stretch looked brutal, Connor’s thick cock forcing her open wider than she’d ever been. But god, it was beautiful. Obscene and wrong and beautiful in a way that defied explanation. His chest felt hollow, like he’d been scooped out and filled with helium. Like he was loating above his chair, suspended in this surreal moment.
Connor gripped the back of the couch, his fingers digging into the leather. He flexed his hips. In one swift motion he drove himself fully inside her.
Evelyn moaned. Her hands flew to his shoulders, nails raking down his back. Her legs kicked wildly, heels stabbing at his ass and the backs of his thighs in frantic, uncoordinated strikes. The sharp stilettos left red marks across his skin.
“Fuck, you’re tight.” Connor’s voice came out strangled, his arms trembling. “Squeezing me so fucking hard.”
He held himself there, buried to the hilt. His pelvis pressed flush against hers, grinding slightly. Testing. Her thighs quivered on either side of his hips, muscles taut and straining.
Evelyn’s face twisted. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, trailing down her temples into her hair. But when Connor shifted, pulling back just an inch before sinking in again, her mouth shaped into another moan, long and broken.
“That’s it.” Connor’s lips found her throat, teeth grazing the delicate skin. “Take all of it.”
Ethan’s lungs burned. He realized he’d been holding his breath, watching his wife impaled on Connor’s cock. She looked destroyed. Ruined. Her carefully constructed composure shattered into a messy tangle of limbs and fluids, her head bobbing against the couch.
She’d never looked more alive.
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Connor held himself there, buried balls deep in her and savouring the way her tight pussy clenched at his cock. 
Evelyn wiggling underneath him, kicking at the backs of his thighs trying to get him to fuck. She seemed like her whole personality had been erased. Now all that was left was a desperate slut begging to be hammered down by that fat cock.
Connor grinned and pinched her nipple between a finger and thumb. “You ready for a fuck, slut?” he asked.
Ethan drew in a sharp breath and gripped the arms of the chair tighter. He couldn’t believe what Connor had just said. He couldn’t believe the way Evelyn whimpered and nodded and clawed at his chest with her nails, still kicking her feet behind him.
He couldn’t believe any of this was happening. But it was.
Connor pulled that hot, hard column out of her and sank it back. Lube-juice oozed out the sides of her pussy and she moaned in satisfaction.
“Yeah. Fucking take it like that,” Connor growled.
Connor withdrew halfway and slid back in. He set a rhythm. Slow, steady strokes that made Evelyn gasp each time he bottomed out inside her.
He stared at her, studying her progress. When he saw her eyes roll back into her head he started fucking her faster.
Evelyn’s fingers dug into his shoulders and her mouth fell open. “Oh god, oh god…”
Connor slowed immediately, grinding against her instead of thrusting. Her whimper of frustration cut through the room.
“Not yet,” Connor murmured, his hips barely moving. “You don’t get to come yet.”
Ethan watched Evelyn’s legs shake, watched her try to buck her hips to get more friction. Connor held her down with one hand splayed across her stomach, his cock still buried inside her but motionless now except for tiny, torturous circles.
“Please,” Evelyn gasped. “Please don’t stop.”
Connor pulled out another inch, then pushed back in at a glacial pace. “Beg better than that.”
The rhythm built again. Faster this time. Evelyn’s cries grew louder and more desperate. Her whole body tensed as Connor drove into her hard. Just as her back started to arch, he stopped.
“Fuck!l,” Evelyn sobbed, thrashing beneath him. “Connor, please…”
Ethan’s cock throbbed against his zipper. He’d never heard his wife swear like that. He’d certainly never seen her so completely undone.
Connor resumed his careful torture, building her up only to deny her again. And again. Each time Evelyn got closer, each time she begged more frantically, Connor would slow or stop entirely, keeping her balanced on that agonizing edge of almost coming.
A brutal question unfolded gently in Ethan’s mind like a dark flower. What did it mean that his wife was having this sort of sexual experience with another man? Because he was fairly certain, no, positive, that he wouldn’t be able to do the same thing for her.
He’d never seen her experience such sexual abandon in all their time together. Would knowing this was possible make her want it again?
Connor startled him out of his mind and back into the room as he watched him pull out of Evelyn completely.
Evelyn’s pussy gaped open, slick and swollen and empty. Connor grabbed his cock and gestured toward it with his free hand.
“Look at that, bud.” He laughed, squeezing himself. “That’s a bucket not a cunt.”
Before Evelyn or Ethan could protest the disgusting description, Connor slammed back inside her. Her scream filled the room as he set a punishing pace. No more teasing, just raw fucking that made her tits bounce and her voice break.
“Does the needy slut want to come?” Connor growled, his hands pinning her wrists above her head.
“Yes! God yes, please let me come!”
“Say it properly.”
“Please let me come, Connor, please, I need…I need to come so badly!”
Connor’s hips pistoned hard and fast. Like he was in a porno and getting paid by the slam.
Evelyn’s screams pitched higher until they shattered into a wail that went on and on. Her body convulsed.
Connor yanked his cock out just as she peaked, stroking himself rapidly while a massive arc of fluid erupted from Evelyn’s spasming pussy, spraying across the couch and dripping onto the floor.
“Whoa ho, look at that fucking shit!” Connor crowed, still jerking himself over her quivering body.
Evelyn lay there gasping, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks, her legs twitching with aftershocks. The puddle beneath her spread wider.
Before she could catch her breath, Connor drove back into her soaked cunt and resumed his relentless pounding.
Evelyn moaned weakly, her oversensitive pussy clenching around him.
Ethan stared, his mind blank except for the image of his wife’s pussy squirting like a fountain while Connor laughed. His hand moved to his crotch without conscious thought, pressing against the painful bulge there.
Connor caught the movement and smirked, never breaking his steady thrusts into Evelyn’s used hole.
Her body was almost limp now. A tangle of limbs held together at the torso with a hole in it.
“Now you’re gonna take that fucking come!” Connor growled.
Evelyn’s brow arched and she let out a needy-sounding moan.
Ethan shuddered. She knew what was coming. She knew what Connor was about to give her. And she wanted it. She wanted his cum deep inside her used pussy.
He felt a warm dampness spread across his underwear as his cock leaked pre-cum uncontrollably.
Connor let out a rough grunt and went balls deep.
Ethan’s eyes widened and he watched the root of Connor’s prick flexing and releasing. Pumping all the hot seed from his heavy balls into Evelyn’s stretched receptacle.
Connor let out another low, rumbling growl as the last of his seed left him. “Fuck that was good.” He pulled his slightly softened cock from her hole.
To Ethan’s shock, Connor crawled up the couch, over Evelyn’s body until his prick dangled directly in front of her face. He pressed a thumb against her chin, opened her mouth and slid the head and half the shaft into her mouth.
“Good cockslut,” he muttered, cleaning his tool.
Evelyn looked as stunned as Ethan by what was happening and didn’t protest.
Connor pulled his cock out of her mouth, shook the last flecks of semen off onto her face and pulled his pants up. He flicked the tip of his nose with a knuckle and sucked in a breath like he’d just done a line of coke. “Fuck that was hot!”
“We should do dinner again sometime!” he said, before walking to the door and disappearing out into the night.
Ethan sat paralyzed in his chair, unable to believe what was in front of him.
Evelyn lay sprawled across the couch like a discarded toy, legs splayed wide, chest heaving. Cum dripped steadily from between her swollen lips. Trailing down her thighs and pooling beneath her on the already-soaked cushions. Her face glistened where Connor had marked her, white streaks drying across her flushed cheek and jaw.
Ethan stared at the holes. That’s what they were now in his mind. Not his wife’s mouth. Not her vagina. Just holes that had been used, filled, and were now in the process of emptying. The clinical detachment of the thought should have horrified him, but instead his cock throbbed harder against the wet patch spreading in his underwear.
She looked ruined. Absolutely destroyed. Her carefully styled hair stuck to her sweat-slicked forehead in dark strands. Her mascara had run in black rivulets down her temples. The woman who took forty minutes to get ready for the grocery store lay there leaking another man’s seed from her stretched cunt, and the sight made Ethan’s balls ache with a need so fierce he could barely breathe.
His loving wife. His composed, elegant Evelyn. Defiled and discarded like trash.
And god help him, he’d never wanted her more.
He stood on shaking legs and fumbled with his belt. The zipper stuck and he cursed, finally yanking it down and shoving his trousers past his hips. His underwear peeled away from his cock with a wet sound that normally would have mortified him.
His prick jutted out, angry red and leaking, the head swollen purple with neglect.
Evelyn’s eyes tracked his movements, glassy and unfocused. She didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just watched as he approached her spread legs.
Ethan grabbed her thighs and pulled them wider. She groaned. A low, animal sound that went straight to his cock. He positioned himself at her entrance, at that gaping, used hole, and pushed inside without ceremony.
Connor’s cum squelched out around his shaft, warm and slick and obscene. He drove himself as deep into her as as he could, his balls pressing against her ass.
She was loose. So loose compared to normal. Her cunt felt like a warm sleeve that barely gripped him, stretched out and sloppy from Connor’s brutal use.
He pulled back and thrust again. More fluid leaked out, running down to drip onto the floor.
Evelyn grunted beneath him, her head lolling to the side. Ethan rutted into her like an animal, his hips pistoning without rhythm or care. He just needed to come. Needed to fill her. Needed to reclaim what belonged to him.
Her lips found his cheek, sticky with Connor’s dried cum, and she pressed wet kisses there. “Please,” she whispered against his skin, her voice hoarse and wrecked. “Please, I need it.”
Ethan groaned, his rhythm faltering.
“I need your seed,” Evelyn breathed, her cummy mouth trailing across his jaw. “Please can I have your seed? Put that seed into me!”
His cock hardened inside her.
His prudish wife, filled with another man’s sperm, whispering that disgusting request, begging for his seed, nudged him to the edge.
He slowed. He didn’t want to finish yet. He wanted this feeling to continue. This sweet disassociation from reality where the only thought he could hold in his mind was how wet and warm and soft she was around him.
“Ethan,” Evelyn whispered. “Ethan, Ethan, Ethan. I love you Ethan.” Her voice sounded tight.
He leaned back and looked into her eyes.
“I love you, Evelyn,” he replied in a whisper.
She put her hands around his neck and pulled his face closer. She licked his neck and then his jaw, then drew another line of slimy kisses along his cheek.
He could feel her cunt engorging and tightening around him. Returning to it’s pre-Connor shape. He stroked his cock in and out of it and it made her mewl.
“Ethan,” she whispered. “Please. Give it to me. I want to feel your seed in me.”
The words shattered what little control he had left. He slammed into her one final time and came with a choked cry, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her already-flooded cunt. His seed mixed with Connor’s, adding to the mess leaking from her used hole.
He collapsed onto her, both of them slick with sweat and worse. Evelyn’s arms came around him weakly, her fingers tracing nonsense patterns on his back while their combined fluids seeped out onto the ruined couch.
“Ethan,” she let out his name as a soft exhale. “I love you, Ethan. I love your seed in me.”
THE END
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